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	1. 1861- The Civil War (1)

_**Because I am in AP US History and will be taking the AP US exam in May, I thought I might study a bit in a fun way, thus the idea for this fanfiction was born.**_

_**I am very aware that Vikings were Vikings and did not live in America, but this is a fanfiction and anything is possible.**_

_**If you aren't an American, I still hope you stick around for this. It's going to be lots of fun. And there will be sweetness and heartbreak and of course, our favorite nerds.**_

* * *

><p>As the son of a wealthy plantation owner, Henry never really had to worry about much. His mother had died when he was not even a year old, but otherwise, he had a perfect life. He lived in a big, beautiful house and had a good education and he could afford just about anything he wanted.<p>

One thing he did worry about, however, was how his father made the money that gave them such luxuries.

The rows and rows of cotton and the people his father 'employed' who worked in those rows on the hot Alabama summer days, who went back to little wooden shacks with dirt floors at night.

He hated it. He hated to be affiliated with such a terrible thing. He hated that his father was okay with the enslavement of people just because their skin was darker than his own.

They didn't have the biggest plantation, far from it, but it did bring in quite a profit.

Henry and his ever loyal black lab, Toothless, had made friends with a good deal of the slaves. He had secretly played with their children when he was a boy when his father wasn't home. He still went to spend time with them when he could, but that time was diminishing.

A war was coming. It was just on the horizon. Henry could see it. They had already succeeded from the Union and President Lincoln was furious.

He knew his father wanted him to fight for the Confederacy, but he had no intentions to fight against the North. They were right about everything. Dixie would surely loose the war anyway. The Union was industrialized and urbanizing, the Confederacy was agriculture based and rural and it had less people to fight.

If anything, he would fight for the Union, but anyone could tell you that he was clumsier than a newborn foal.

He was trying to figure out how to sneak into Pennsylvania and keep away from his father. But he couldn't. Not yet, anyway.

Astrid would never be able to get away from her parents until she was married. And they were still a few weeks away from their wedding.

They hadn't exactly wanted to wanted to get married so early, but they had discussed it and felt like there was no other way to get out together.

Astrid was a Southern Belle in everything but attitude. She was slim and pale and shoved into nice dresses by her mother, but she could wrestle a grown man to the ground if given the opportunity. She was by no means dainty or gentle.

She was as against the Confederacy and slavery as Henry was, but she hadn't always been. When they were fifteen, they had became more than just acquaintances when Henry had introduced her to his friends. She was shocked that he called his father's slaves his friends, but she got over it quickly. They were fun and friendly and she became friends with them too. She also made friends with her own family's slaves, which proved to be rather hard because her mother rarely let her out of her sight when she was home.

Some of the girls would tug Astrid away when she was with Henry and quietly giggle with her about things if they had the chance.

They all knew about the wedding and were over the moon about it. Henry supposed they thought that he would take over for his father then and things would get better for them. It would happen that way if only he and Astrid were staying. They would tell them soon.

They would free them all if they could, but their families would never stand for that. The most they could do was go to the North and hope that their friends would all be free after the Union won.

Leaving was almost a death wish, but they were going to be fine because they would be together.

His father had always said to fight for what he believed in. Technically, he wasn't going against him.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: This is just the beginning! I might come back to this setting**_** at some point. I hope you liked it! I'm thinking World War I next? What do you think?**

**Thanks for reading! **

**~Pink**


	2. 1942- WWII (1)

_**I said WWI, but honestly I should've said WWII. World War I I is one of my favorite ties in US history. It always has been for whatever reason. I'm intrigued by every aspect- the war itself and the homefront**__**. **_

**_I hope I'm clear when I say I do not like war much, but WWII is just flat out interesting to me, just as the Frontier and Colonial times interest me. _**

**_It seems _****_that eve_****_ryone always talks about the baby boo, after the Second World War and the men who left almost grown children behind, but there had to little ones who saw their fathers off to war, right?_**

* * *

><p><strong><em>"<em>**There's a letter for you on the shelf." Astrid nodded towards the little wooden kitchen shelf where a single envelope lay in the middle.

"From who?" Henry questioned, glancing at the shelf.

Astrid didn't answer him, only continued to put the dishes away.

He hadn't moved from leaning against the doorframe. "Did you open it?"

"No," she said shortly. "It's addressed to you."

"Is it...?"

"I don't know. I've never seen one before."

"So why didn't you open it?"

"If it is one and we don't open it, it never happened, right?" she hadn't looked at him once, like pretending it couldn't be a draft letter really would make the whole thing go away.

"I'm afraid the world doesn't work that way, sweetheart."

"I know it doesn't. I'm just... Scared, I guess. I can't loose you."

"Hey now, who said anything about you loosing me? We don't even know if that's what it is."

"Open it then. Get it over with." she said, shutting the cabinet and turning to face him, leaning back on the counter, supporting herself with her hands.

She watched him move towards the shelf and pick up and inspect the envelope carefully before he opened it. He read the enclosed paper with a blank expression, before he threw it down on the table next to him.

"I have until the fifteenth." he muttered, raking his fingers through his hair, the anxious habit he had since he was a boy.

That wasn't even two weeks away. She didn't even have fourteen days left before he was sent away from her. She might never see him again.

Her stomach twisted in knots. She tried to think of something, anything that could get him out of having to leave.

"You have asthma." she whispered lamely after a moment.

"I haven't had it since I was a kid." he replied, as equally softly, looking away from her and at the clock in the living room that was cheerily ticking away what very well might be his last moments in that house.

Their house was perfect. It was everything they could have ever wanted. It had a nice kitchen, plenty of room for a family, a beautiful yard...

That house was their house. The very first decision together after their wedding they had made was buying that house. It was special because it was theirs. Their boys had been brought home to that house. He never wanted to leave it. Leaving that house meant leaving his family. His family was his world.

Astrid tried again. "You have kids."

"They're sending kids, Astrid. They aren't going to let me stay home just because I happen to be the father of two children." Oh, good Lord, the boys. How were they going to tell them?

"...Three."

He looked back to her like she was crazy. "I'm fairly certain we tucked only two into bed just a bit ago."

She met his eyes, almost timidly, squeezing the edge of the counter. There were tears glinting in her blue eyes. "I'm pregnant."

"What?"

"You heard me." She had been so happy just that morning, hoping to tell him as soon as the boys were in bed. But when the mail came in the early afternoon and that letter showed up, everything was dulled.

Henry was shocked. He felt numb. "Oh, Astrid..."

She sniffled and squeezed her eyes shut. She wasn't going to cry. She absolutely was not going to cry.

Henry crossed the room and pulled her into an embrace and her walls crumbled. She wrapped her arms around him, grabbing a fistful of his shirt in desperation, and he just held her as she cried, whispering into her hair that everything was going to be alright somehow. That he would come home to her and their children. That he was going to be fine. He also kept repeating over and over again how much he loved her.

A handful of days later, they said their goodbyes. And her Henry was gone.

Joshua was six, so he understood some. Michael was barely three, he couldn't understand. He cried for hours.

Astrid had tucked both of her sons into bed that night with goodnight kisses and 'I love yous' and promises that their daddy would come home safe and sound soon.

As soon as she was alone, she cried too.

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: Well, there's that. Now I'm sad. I will absolutely be revisiting this setting. WWII has so much potential to set stories around. I know the only real obviously WWII thing was the draft letter, but the more I write about it, the more history I'll drag into it._**

**_Coming up I have: Pioneer Kids meeting some Native Americans, The Revolutionary War, and WWI. If you have any requests, don't be shy and let me know! I'll be happy to write it for you. _**

**_Please let me know what you thought about this chapter! See you next time!_**

**_~Pink_**


	3. 1870- The West (1)

_**This is not initially how I wanted this chapter to go, but it works, I guess. I'd imagine they're about 9 or 10 in this one, so no romance, but they are friends. **_

* * *

><p>Astrid originally didn't particularly care for the sickly little boy that was the son of her father's friend. He was timid and tiny and he always managed to mess something up.<p>

She really didn't like it when she found out that his family was joining the handful of other families headed out West.

It was even worse because he was the only one close to her age on the trip and when the wagons stopped for a rest, he always wanted to play with her.

Begrudgingly, she gave in, but quickly decided that he was a lot better than she gave him credit for previously. He let her boss him around, but he was also really fun.

In a matter of days, they were the best of friends, and by the time their families were settled in their new homes, they were inseparable. And together, they caused all kinds of mischief.

On the nicer days, they'd run off together into the woods on little pretend adventures.

"Maybe we'll see a bear." Astrid commented, skipping ahead of him.

"My papa says there aren't any bears around here." Henry replied.

"Even if there isn't a real bear, we're pretending." Astrid told him. "You're a bad pretender."

"Sorry."

"You're too slow." she frowned, running back to snag his hand.

"I can't go fast."

"You're never gonna get fast if you don't try." Astrid complained, tugging on his hand.

"Mama says I'm not supposed to run."

"You don't have to run, just move faster." she yanked him forward again, tugging him off balance. He toppled to the ground.

"Ow," he whined, rubbing his elbow.

"Are you okay?" Astrid asked, concerned, helping him up.

He nodded and they carried on. When they came to a little clearing, Henry had to sit down. He had always been sickly, but the past winter brought with it an illness that weakened him even more.

Astrid collected some wildflowers and sat next to him to make a flower chain.

"Guess what?"

"What?" Astrid asked, not looking up from her work.

"I'm getting a puppy for my birthday."

"Really?"

Henry nodded. "Mr. Sanders's dog is gonna have puppies and my folks said I can have one as a present."

"I wish I could have a puppy. My mother's cat doesn't like me much."

"Why?"

"Ma says I pulled her tail when I was little and she never forgot about it. She scratched up my arm last week, real bad too, the mean old thing. Couldn't yell at her though, she's old. Ma says she doesn't know better 'cuz she's old and I-"

"Sh," Henry hissed. "Someone's coming."

"What? You're crazy. I don't hear no-"

"Shh!" Henry hissed.

Astrid stopped talking. Sure enough, there was just the faintest sound of rustling.

"Who's there?" Astrid, ever courageous, asked whatever creature might've been there.

The rustling stopped.

And then suddenly, two sets of dark eyes peered at them from behind a bush.

"Come out," Astrid demanded of the two intruders. She got to her feet bravely.

Henry would have thought it was rather funny to see his little blonde friend standing her ground in a worn, blue calico dress, rosy, freckles cheeks, and a few strands of hair coming loose from her braid if he had not been scared out of his wits.

"Astrid, let's go home." Henry begged.

"No," she replied stubbornly, crossing her arms, staring sternly at the bush.

"As-trid!"

"No, Henry."

And, all at once, both figures from behind the bush rose.

Indians.

Astrid backed up in fear as they stepped forward.

They were young, probably their age. They looked as frightened as them. Two girls, most likely, with darker skin and hair than almost anyone Henry had ever seen.

Henry, who was determined to be as brave as Astrid once in his life, spoke up. He was not going to be the shy little sick boy who ran home to his mother at any sign of danger all his life. "H-hello."

The two other children smiled meekly and one dropped something in the grass before they skittered backwards.

Astrid shoved Henry up and forward to retrieve whatever it was. Henry found two leather cords, each with a bead on it.

Henry turned to see Astrid still clutching her flower chain, which had turned more into a crown. "Give me that."

"No," Astrid said.

"You can make another one. Give me that."

Astrid darted towards him, handed him the flowers, and then ran back. Henry replaced the leather cords with the flowers before backing up next to Astrid.

The child that hadn't dropped the cords came forward and took the flowers before joining her friend.

The four children eyed each other warily for a few moments.

"Astrid? Henry? Are you kids out here?"

The shout of Henry's father startled all the kids in that little clearing. They had been out for longer than they had thought.

Astrid took Henry's hand and yanked him away from the clearing, running at full speed. They ran for a good minute before they slowed to a walk.

Henry passed something to her and she pocketed it without even looking.

"There you kids are," Henry's father exclaimed as they stumbled out of the woods. Henry's breathing was ragged and he coughed every so often. "Your mothers are worried sick about you two."

"It's my fault, sir." Astrid apologized.

"Ah, that's alright, Astrid. You both are safe." he looked at his boy. "Easy. Have you been running? You know you aren't supposed to be running."

That made Henry, for whatever reason, start to cry.

"None of that now, none of that. Come along, Henry, you're alright."

Henry's father walked Astrid back home before going home with Henry.

Astrid forgot about the bead and cord until she was almost in bed. She took it out of her dress pocket and looked it over. It was a simple red bead on a knotted cord. Like a bracelet. She liked it, though, so she tucked it away in her little box of treasures.

She had a feeling it wasn't going to be the last time she and Henry saw those girls.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: I won't have anyone convince me that Hiccup would be the biggest Mama's boy in any setting where he's got a mother. Valka would love that boy so much and probably baby him more than necessary. And Stoick would be a lot easier on Hiccup if Valka were in the picture.**

**_I was going for a "Little House on the Prairie" kind of vibe. Hope that came across well. _**

**_Thanks for reading and all your sweet words. They are much appreciated. Don't forget to let me know what you want to see! I have a list running! Eventually, I'll shut that down, but for now, hit me with those ideas!_**

**_~Pink_**


	4. 1775- The Revolutionary War (OLD)

_**This is really quite lame, but I'm sick today, so I apologize, though I can't really help it.**_

* * *

><p>Astrid's father was a Magistrate under the Governor of Virginia, so she heard more things than she probably should have about the government and the Governor himself.<p>

Her father talked about anything he could to her mother after they were certain their daughter had fallen asleep. Ever since she was old enough to realize they waited until she went to bed to talk about the important things, she would sit up by her door and listen to her father's complaints about people and such and her mother's half-hearted "Yes, dears"s and "Of course"s, and "Why, that's terrible"s.

There was one piece of gossip that didn't require her to stay up late to hear. The Governor and his son, Henry, had gotten into a very heated argument and people were saying that the boy sided with the Rebels and was a Patriot.

The people of Williamsburg and the people of the colonies were split between those who wanted freedom from the King and those who wanted to remain loyal. Astrid's father, and by default, her mother and herself, were Loyalists because her father worked for the Governor who worked for the King.

Within a day, the news of Henry's traitorious thoughts had spread and almost over night, the upperclass residents of Williamsburg had decided to snub the boy.

He had always been a strange child. He was small, prone to getting ill, rather timid, and just about as friendly to anyone, rich or poor, as he could get.

People were saying that they should have known he would turn on them someday.

Astrid's father had firmly decided that the boy was trouble and that his daughter was absolutely forbidden to see him, which would have been no problem at all if they hadn't been so close.

One day when Astrid was in town, going to pick up some fabric for her mother. Henry beckoned her behind some of the stores where no one could really see them.

"Henry, my father will send me back to England if he sees me speaking to you." That wasn't an exaggeration.

"Well, it is good that you just have to listen then."

"Henry-"

"Please, Astrid, just listen."

Astrid nodded.

"The Rebels are planning to go after all the magistrates and their families as well as my father. You do not have to believe what I believe, Astrid, but I do want you safe. I care about you and I want you safe. They are planning to set fires to houses, your father is one of the first they are planning to go after."

"When?"

"Tonight."

No. Not her family. "What should I do?"

"Stay away from your home tonight. Go home and get what is most important to you, try to get your parents out. Just stay away."

"Why are you telling me this? Why do you want to save my father?" He would never lie to her, would he?

"I may not believe what your father does, but that is no reason to be cruel or wish death on someone. I care about you and I know how much you love your family."

"Astrid?" Someone called through the hustle and bustle of voices from the main part of town. "Had anyone seen my Astrid?"

"That's your mother, isn't it?" Henry asked.

Astrid nodded.

"Stay safe and I hope will see you soon." he turned to walk away.

"Henry?"

He turned around. "Yes?"

She reached out and squeezed his hand. "Thank you,"

"Of course," he nodded curtly.

She watched him walk away before she stepped back into the middle of town to find her mother.

_**A/N: Okay friends, again, I apologize for the lameness of this.**_

_**Don't forget, I'm still taking requests for events/years/cities.**_

**_-As of right now (March 9th), I have:_**

**_WWI_**

**_The Great Depression/The Dust Bowl-_**

**_Don't be shy! I will end the requests (for now) on March 13. _**

**_Thanks for reading, as always!_**

**_See you soon. _**

**_~Pink_**


	5. 1917- WWI

_**I'm posting four or five in a row... I'm sick and couldn't sleep. Have more AUs.**_

* * *

><p>He didn't like it. Not one little bit.<p>

The doctor said he'd get used to it in time. He didn't believe him.

"You are one lucky lad. Nearly bled to death, but look at you. All bright eyed and ready to go home, aren't you?"

"Yes sir," Home meant his mother and father. Home meant Astrid.

He had spent too long in Europe in trenches with lice and sickness and bullets. He wanted his home. He wanted to feel safe again. He never wanted to see another German. He never wanted to fire another gun.

"Bet you've got a pretty lady waiting for you back home."

He had nodded with a smile. Just the thought of her made him feel better, feel whole.

"What's her name, son?"

"Astrid,"

"She will be happy to see you, I reckon."

"I hope so, sir."

"I'd bet a nickel that you are going to marry her when you get back."

"If she'll still have me." He had asked Astrid to marry him a few days before he went to war, she had said yes, to his happy surprise. He didn't know what she'd say when she saw him again, if she'd still want to be his wife. She knew, of course she knew, but knowing and seeing were different things.

"I wouldn't worry about that too much. You are one courageous young man. Any girl would be lucky to be on your arm."

Henry smiled a bit at that.

"Well, son, it's been a pleasure to meet you. Now, you get on home to that girl, have a nice wedding, and I don't ever want to see you again."

That made Henry laugh.

* * *

><p>His fist hovered over the door. It felt so strange to knock at his own house. He took a deep breath and knocked.<p>

Astrid would be there. He knew she would be. His mother always made her come to supper on Fridays, even after he had been sent away. He had planned his arrival for a Friday afternoon.

They didn't know he had come home.

The door opened slowly, allowing Henry to see inside his childhood home that hadn't changed much at all and his mother.

"Henry," she whispered in disbelief.

"Hello, Mother."

"Oh my baby," she said, cupping his cheek with her hand, tears in her eyes. "Come inside, dear, come inside. Astrid is here. She'll be over the moon to see you. She's missed you so much. We all have."

Henry came inside and shut the door behind him.

"Astrid, dear? Could you come here a moment?"

He heard soft footsteps before Astrid appeared in the hallway. It tool her all of two seconds to recognize him. A smile spread across her face and she came running at him.

"Oh, Henry! You're home!" she cried, throwing her arms around him. "I haven't gotten a letter in so long... I was starting to get worried. I'm so glad you're alright! I missed you so much."

"I missed you too, Astrid." he replied, hugging her tightly.

It was no surprise that her excitement brought his father into the hall. He hugged his parents and his mother happily announced that he was just in time for supper, which he was more than glad to join them for.

It was lovely to be home again.

The best part, however, was that no one said anything about the lack of his real leg all evening.

Maybe everything would be alright.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN:Well, there's WWI. Much lamer than my WWII one (as I've mentioned, WWII is more fun for me). All the ones I post today are going to be one shot deals unless I change my mind later**_

_**Don't forget, requests are open until March 13th.**_

**_Have a great day!_**


	6. 1907- The Gilded Age

_**I just had a unit on this stuff. :)**_

* * *

><p>Henry's mother had helped set up the Settlement House near the edge of the city. Immigrants could learn English and how to cook and leave their children to be looked after while they went to work. It was a very busy place most days.<p>

Henry loved to go with his mother. He always had. He loved to do anything with her, really. She was originally from the Ukraine and had learned to speak Polish and, for whatever reason, French, over the years, as well as English. Due to this, Henry was also fluent in those languages.

Henry liked to go to the Children's Room and tell the little ones stories and play with them whenever he could.

To his utter surprise, there was a blonde girl of about his age, fourteen or fifteen, holding the hand of a little blonde boy, speaking a language he had never heard before in the Children's Room. The boy hugged the older girl before she slipped out of the room. She passed Henry with a friendly smile and went into the room where the English class was being held.

* * *

><p>She had a lovely voice, he decided.<p>

He heard her read to his mother. She was far ahead of the other people in the English class, so his mother often took her to a separate room to practice on her own. And Henry had been dragged along.

She was reading in English, a slight accent slipping into her words occasionally.

She was Norwegian, he had discovered. Her name was Astrid. She was fifteen like him. The boy that hugged her was her younger cousin. And she was an incredibly fast learner.

* * *

><p>Weeks later, he stumbled across Astrid alone in one of the smaller rooms of the Settlement House, a bible open in front of her and a paper and pencil nearby, but sue wasn't doing any copying. She was staring blankly at the book.<p>

He hadn't seen her there in days and was amazed that she wasn't enthusiastic about learning.

"Astrid? Are you alright?"

She looked up slowly. Her eyes were red and she looked tired. She had been crying.

"What on earth is the matter?" he questioned, stepping closer to her. She was usually quite cheerful.

She shook her head.

"You can tell me, it's alright."

She looked back down at the bible. "My mother is dead."

From what he could tell, she was very close to her mother. Her death would explain Astrid's absence. "Oh, Astrid, I'm so sorry."

"I am alone." she said quietly.

"Don't you live with your aunt and uncle?"

"Yes, but they have each other. I have them, but I also do not." Her English wasn't perfect, but it was good and Henry understood her. A sad sort of smile slid onto her face. "Mother always wanted me to read to her English things, even though she could not understand. She said it sounded pretty. She said she was proud of me. Now, she is dead and I will never see her again."

Astrid's mother had probably gotten ill. He saw the places immigrant families lived and worked, they were dirt and not well-kept. It wasn't their fault.

Astrid's mother had not let her daughter work, she wanted her to instead receive an education.

It was clear to Henry that she was keeping her feelings, most of them, at least, inside herself.

"May I hug you?" he asked her shyly. She needed some kind of affection and he wasn't sure what else he could offer to her, other than a hug.

She nodded slowly and stood up. He hugged her and she hugged him back. Hugs were universal. They meant 'I care about you' in every language.

"You will never be alone, Astrid. You have my mother. And you have me. We will never let you be alone."

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: This idea has been teasing me for weeks! I finally had to get it down. Hope you liked it!_**


	7. Decade: 1920s

_**Ah, Speak Easys and flappers. What a time. Just watch out for Jay Gatsby.**_

* * *

><p>She liked the new fad going around with the women her age. She liked that it made people almost afraid of her, it made her almost dangerous, and it was so much more fun to be dangerous than be the goody-goody her parents had raised her to be.<p>

The skirts were short, the dancing was quick, and the drinks made of bootlegged liquor were stiff (Astrid herself wouldn't know too much about that last part- alcohol burned her throat and made her ill, even in the smallest quantities. She pretended she drank, though. Always a glass somewhere). Some of her friends had cut their hair and dyed it black. She wouldn't touch her own hair with scissors and dye, she liked being a blonde too much.

She could play ditzy well, though she was anything but. She was gorgeous and frightening, the kind of girl that made any well-respecting man question his morals when they just spared her a glance. She could be a flirt- she liked having a sort of power over men. The power came with the attitude, she learned. It helped, however, that she was beautiful.

She could flirt with any man in all of New York, but there was one she couldn't help but notice that seemed to render her power useless.

He was seemingly everywhere she was during the day, unintentionally, of course. Always looking frazzled and messy. He worked on Wall Street, the rich little brat. She couldn't bring herself to flirt with him like she did with everyone else.

He bumped into her on the street and dropped a few papers. He sighed heavily and started to pick them up. His hair was untidy and his clothes were a bit wrinkled. He didn't look like a Wall Street sort of man.

"I'm very sorry, Miss." he apologized politely, despite sounding irritated. "I'm having a bit of a rough day."

"Not a problem," she replied, helping him with his papers. If it had been anyone else, she would have shot him a dazzling smile, but she only smiled kindly at him. She handed him the papers and he took them gratefully.

"Thank you Miss...?"he responded, clutching his work tightly in one hand and extending his other towards her.

She took it. "Astrid. Astrid Hofferson."

"I'm Henry Haddock."

She giggled. Haddock?

"Yes, yes, my name is a fish." He smiled. "Well, I must be going. Thank you again."

"Anytime,"

"I hope to you around, Miss Hofferson."

"Same to you," She smiled before heading back on her way.

Maybe he made her power useless because he already had a power over _her._

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: Astrid would so be a flapper. Such a spunky girl would have to be a flapper. No choice. I think Henry would marry her eventually and Stoick hated her originally, but then found out she was a nice girl._**


	8. 1933- The Great Depression

_**Out of all the ones my sickness-induced writing produced, this is my favorite.**_

* * *

><p>She was so hungry, she was starting to get sick. Her father had joined the ranks of the unemployed a few weeks ago and she hadn't had a proper meal since.<p>

Sometimes, her dad and brothers got lucky and shot a squirrel or a rabbit, but it wasn't always sufficient.

It was hard to concentrate on her schoolwork when there was a constant gnawing in her stomach, but there wasn't much she could do about it.

Her mother insisted they keep up their appearances. Astrid's dresses were always clean and ironed, her hair was always in a braid, and she always was to tell anyone who asked that no, she wasn't hungry, at lunch at school. A Hofferson did not take handouts.

People fell for it.

But not Henry.

His family was one of the few in the town that had somehow kept their money. They had been well off before, but now they looked to most like the richest people alive. He had never known what it was like to go to bed without dinner, or, worse, watch your baby sister be sent to bed hungry. But he knew something was wrong with his friend.

Astrid was usually so ready to argue, so fiery and quick-tempered, so fiercely protective of anything she loved, her siblings included. In the past weeks, she had become more withdrawn, melancholy. She didn't look well and had lost a little weight.

Yet another lunch had gone by with Astrid reading a book instead of eating.

After school, Henry approached her. "Astrid?"

She looked up from buttoning her sweater.

"I-I'm having a bad time with math lately, and I know you're really good. Well, I was wondering if you'd come with me to my house and help me for a while." He lied. He was great at math.

"Today?"

He nodded. "Please? I could really use some help."

"Let me just tell my brothers and sister. I'll be right back." she dashed off to tell them she was going home with a friend before she joined him again.

Astrid 'helped' him with math for a while before they gave up and just talked for a while. And then it was dinnertime.

"I really should be going." she said, gathering her books.

"Why don't you stay?"

She didn't have a good enough excuse to leave, so she ate dinner with him and his parents. It was the first actual meal she had in days.

Henry's mother sent her home with leftovers, saying they just weren't so fond of chicken at their house and why didn't she take it home? She was positive she had never seen her little sister so happy before.

"Thank you, Henry." she whispered to him the next day at lunch.

"No problem," he replied, sliding her a sandwich. He had a bag of them, and had tracked down each of Astrid's siblings earlier to give them one. "That's what friends are for."

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: What a gentleman. I love Hiccup everywhere. He could be a convict and I think he'd still be perfect. Why am I talking about a fictional character this way? Oh well._**


	9. 1966- The Vietnam War

_**Super short. Sorry. Drugs mentioned. It is the 60s.**_

* * *

><p>College kids were protesting everywhere in the country. The war was pointless, they said.<p>

Henry agreed, but he would never burn his draft card.

He was a pacifist, but he understood why war was necessary at times. The US had no reason to be in Vietnam, though. And no one in the Government seemed to get it.

"Could you imagine what'd happen it the government took a bunch of college kids seriously?" His girlfriend asked from her spot on the ground next to him, putting a little braid in his hair. They weren't protesting, not publicly, of course. They were good kids with squeaky clean records. They didn't need a blemish.

"They won't." Henry said honestly, looking at her through the side of his glasses. "Too many of them are high."

She snickered. It was true. It was absolutely true. Their school had so many druggies, it was preposterous.

Again, good kids with squeaky clean records. Neither of them had gone within two feet of the stuff on purpose.

She leaned on his shoulder and he snaked her arm around her waist. Both of them were watching the protestors some distance away.

"Do you think we'll ever stop fighting useless wars?" Astrid asked him.

"Maybe when our government stops throwing tantrums like a toddler when things don't go their way."

She laughed and kissed his cheek. "That'll be the day."

* * *

><p><em><strong>So, I've finished up all the requests I had, so send me some! I'll be working on the consecutive parts of the other ones until I get some more. Until the 13th. And then I'll shut down the requests to catch up all the way.<strong>_

**_Thank you for reading! Let me know what you think!_**

**_~Pink_**


	10. September 11, 2001

9/11 is really, really, really sad. I don't remember it at all- I was just a toddler, but I was at the memorial when I was coming home from my D.C. with my class and we watched the Fight 93 movie when we were headed there. We all sobbed. It's so sad.

So, expect some serious angst here. I probably could've done this better, but I'm stick very sick. I might rewrite it eventually. I had 2 requests for this just today.

_**For the sake of the chapter, I rushed the events of the day. Not to undermine the tragedy, just because I found it necessary. I apologize if this bothers anyone.**_

* * *

><p>It had been a good morning, a great morning, actually. It was one of those unreasonably lovely days where they both woke up in good moods and teased each other good-naturedly.<p>

Astrid's mother said their honeymoon phase was just lingering a bit longer than usual. Astrid chose not to believe her.

Their jobs were very close, so they always walked together. Trying to drive in New York was just asking for trouble.

"You're wearing your glasses today." she commented, just noticing.

"Hm? Yeah. We live together. You didn't notice 'til just now?"

"Guess not,"

"I see how much you love me, Milady."

"Why are you wearing them?"

He subconsciously pushed his glasses up on his nose. "My eyes are driving me crazy today. Probably allergies."

"Mmm, sorry." she smirked slyly at him. "You should wear them more, though."

"How come?"

She shrugged. "I don't know, they make you look... more attractive."

His eyes widened. "What? How come you've never mentioned that before?"

"I don't know." she smirked again, walking a bit a head of him.

He grinned and caught up to her, entwining their fingers."Speaking of glasses-"

"I'm not going to get my eyes checked. I don't need glasses."

"Maybe you'll look adorable in glasses, Astrid. You'll never know if you don't try."

"I don't look adorable in glasses." she grumbled.

"Get contacts then."

"Can't. I'm allergic. Tried them in middle school."

"So you do have glasses?"

"I did. I always, always took them off for pictures though."

"And you just stopped wearing them? No wonder you squint at everything."

"Shut up, Henry. I can see just-"

She was cut off by a low rumble that brought both their attention to the sky and the much-too-low airplane that was above them. They stopped dead in their tracks and so did many of the other people on the street."

"Oh man," Henry murmured. That couldn't be good. He'd never seen a plane that low. Ever. He pulled Astrid closer to him instinctively and he had no time to do or say anything else before the plane struck one of the two Twin Towers.

People shrieked from everywhere as fire instantly erupted in the building.

He had never heard of a plane crashing into a building before. Something must have really gone wrong with the engine.

And then it hit him. There were people in that plane. There were people in that building. So many people were going to die.

Astrid was shaking. She wanted nothing more than to leave the area, but she found her feet glued to the spot.

Henry was dumbstruck, just holding Astrid close to his side.

Sirens came from every direction. They were too far away to see the base of the tower, so they couldn't see all the emergency vehicles that were gathering, but they could hear them. Police cars zoomed down the road passed them, stopping in the road to prevent people from passing a certain point.

A news van or two passed them as well. One stopped not far from them, a female reporter telling the camera about the tragic accident over the sirens.

The smoke was billowing out of the building now, fouling the bright blue sky.

The fire engine ladders couldn't reach as high as they were needed, that was obvious.

"We should... go." Henry told Astrid finally. Go home. Not to work. Home.

She nodded stiffly.

And then it happened again. To the other tower.

This was no accident.

The screams were louder this time as more fire and smoke came from the buildings. The reporter looked frazzled as she gaped at the buildings.

More firetrucks quizzed down the road, parking near them.

There were tiny specks falling from the building. Not specks. People.

Something told Henry to run, so he did, pulling Astrid with him. They weaved around several people, but they weren't the only ones running.

"Where are we going?" she demanded. She felt uneasy as well.

"Away from here. We need to get away from here." Henry told her.

Another chorus of shrieks filled the air. Astrid dared to glance over her shoulder.

"It's collapsing!" Someone yelled.

Henry looked too, and, sure enough, one was. Like a giant Jenga tower. And the tower was pushing a huge cloud of dust, ash, smoke, and debris over everything as it fell.

Henry tugged Astrid down behind a parked car and they tumbled against it, into each other.

People all around them were dropping down and covering their faces.

Just in time, though. The cloud swept over them and brought darkness to the bright morning.

For all of five seconds, it was silent.

Then people screamed and coughed and cried all over again.

Astrid was one of the many that had started coughing. Henry was coughing too, violently. He hadn't had an asthma attack since he was a child, but the cloud of debris gave him his first in years.

The rest of that day was a blur for Astrid. She and Henry had been located by a paramedic.

Henry tried to send the man away. He was fine. There were probably so many who were having much more difficult problems.

They took him to the hospital anyway and checked Astrid out while they were at it, too.

She was fine, mostly just shaken up. They had stopped Henry's asthma attack, but were keeping him over night just in case. He was supposed to get a new inhaler, too.

The hospital was crowded and bustling. There were so many injured. Henry didn't want to stay. Someone needed that space more than he did. The doctor didn't seem to agree.

That evening, the news channels on the little hospital tv were only recapping the days events. There had been two more planes, one hit the Pentagon, and one that was headed toward The White House crashed in a field in Pennsylvania. They were planned attacks. And the entire country was frightened.

The only thing they could find that wasn't replaying the videos from earlier that day was a children's station which was playing cartoons. Henry had turned it up awfully loud to attempt to drown out all the beeping and the shuffling. It wasn't doing much good.

Astrid was curled against him in the hospital bed, holding him tightly. She hadn't said a word in hours, but she wasn't asleep. It unnerved him to find her speechless. He wasn't speaking either, but he had an excuse. He had coughed himself hoarse.

He was tracing circles on her back lightly. He kissed her still-dirty hair.

She shifted against him, finding a more comfortable position.

So many people had lost so much that day.

They had made it out almost unscathed compared to most. Just dirty and scared with a single asthma attack between the two of them.

Astrid felt strangely guilty.

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: So, there's that. _**

**_On a cheerier note, the cover photo is based on the WWII AU, drawn by jennis41 from tumblr. Isn't it fabulous? It gives me feels just looking at it._**

**_And lilambah gave me even more feels because of a song called "Jetpack Blues" by Fall Out Boy._**

**_You all are gonna make me cry like a baby._**

**_Anyway, remember I'm still taking requests!_**

**_See you soon!_**

**_~Pink _**


	11. 1917- Women's Sufferage Movement

I watched part of Iron Jawed Angels in History today. It's about (mostly) Alice Paul and the other National Women's Party members and their struggle to earn US women the right to vote. Alice Paul was put in isolation after she was arrested for picketing outside the White House where she went on a hunger strike and was force-fed by the commissioners of the prison. Eventually she and the other ladies who were arrested were released on account of President Wilson finally getting their cause (with a bit of persuasion) and the Supreme Court found their arrests unconstitutional. The amendment to let women vote was passed in 1920, thanks to Tennessee and the courage of the ladies who were willing to (but didn't) starve to death and never stop fighting.

Please look up Miss Alice Paul and read more about her. Her strength and courage is inspiring and I cannot do her and her companions a justice.

Astrid, I have decided, would have supported the cause (despite her fictional-vikingness) and Hiccup would have supported her. Would she have gotten herself imprisoned? Unintentionally, of course, like all of them (picketing is not a crime. They got them on 'obstructing traffic', which they were NOT doing). Would Hiccup support her decision? Of course. Unless I've completely misunderstood our Viking Prince, he is all for doing the right thing (and he knows Astrid and Ruff and probably his mom could beat him down. He knows women are more than capable of holding their own).

I don't know much about protests, so excuse my probably remarkably dramatized scenes. And... All of this? read it like you'd watch a movie maybe? Historical Fiction?

(If you've seen Iron Jawed Angels, pretend you're watching the parade scene. If not, there's a suffrage parade going on and a lot of people were cheering, but some men (a few were drunk) started a riot and pushing and shoving and yelling (this actually happened! Maybe not so dramatically, but it did). We're jumping right in.

* * *

><p>"Astrid!"<p>

Astrid whipped her head around, trying to find the direction the very familiar voice of her husband came from.

There were too many people around her, too many men yelling and pushing and cursing and spitting and several reeked of alcohol. Too many of her friends getting pushed and falling to the ground and fighting back.

"Why don't you just get back home?" a man shouted almost right in her ear to someone else. She just about jumped out of her skin. "You girls have no business in politics!"

"Stay home and mind your children!" someone else cried.

"Astrid!"

"Henry?" she called back, looking all over.

"Over here!" he said, waving his hands in the air. She finally saw him. He looked worried.

"Get outta the street!" a different man shouted before pushing her against someone and making her fall to the ground, scraping her hands against the pavement. She was caught completely off guard by the shove and the fall had knocked the wind out of her. Henry said something from wherever he was, but she couldn't make it out. She was breathing hard, trying to catch her breath, but managed turned her attention to the man standing above her and glared at him. She opened her mouth to say something to him for what he did. She wanted to put him in his place. She was not going to take that. She was not.

But he laughed cruelly and tried to aim a kick at her. She managed to move out of the way just in time. He was drunk, so he toppled over instead, allowing her to stand up.

He swore at her-loudly- and she bit her tongue on the word she wanted to call him. She didn't want to give the anti-suffragists another reason to hate them, they were already fighting a steep, uphill battle. She just sent him a dirty look before turning on her heel and walking towards Henry. He was far enough away from the crowd where they knew they weren't in any danger.

"Are you alright?" he asked frantically.

"Yes," she replied. When she had fallen, she had also hit her knee on the ground, but it was just a bruise. She had her hands in tight fists at her sides.

He took her hands and she opened them, he turned them palm-up. They were a bit scraped and dirty, but weren't bleeding. They stung a bit, but it was alright.

"Are you sure?"

"I'm fine, Henry. Just... disappointed." she sighed, turning around to see the riot still happening. "I thought... maybe they would finally understand... we all did..."

"So did I," Henry nodded, dropping her hands, which she wiped on her slightly dirty dress. "I'm sorry."

"It isn't your fault. I wish I could do something more. I wish, I wish we could be less than ladylike, but then they would just dislike us more. I could fight them all, I really could."

He took her hand again and squeezed it gently. "I know you could, and you would do a very good job at it..." he glanced down. "But you can't."

She smiled a little when she felt a tug on her skirt. "I know."

"Are you okay, Mama?" asked a tiny, scared voice.

Astrid knelt down to her daughter's height and took her hands. "I'm fine, my love." That was the exact reason she couldn't do anything drastic. Her daughter. The risk of going to prison for the slightest thing was too high to risk too much. At least in her eyes. Had she not been a mother, she might have done more, but her little girl meant the world to her and she would never do anything to separate them on purpose. She wouldn't even go help. It was too much of a risk at this point.

"Why is everyone pushing, Mama? Why are they yelling?"

"Some people just do not understand my friends and I and they are mean to us because of it." Astrid explained. Her daughter was only four and a half.

"Because you want girls to help pick the pres-president, right?"

"That is exactly why."

"Daddy understands."

"He does, but not enough people do."

"Why?"

"I don't know, my love."

After a particularly loud shout that made the girl jump, her bright blue eyes were fearful. "Can we go home now, Mama? Please?"

"Of course,"

The little girl held her arms up towards Astrid, who obliged. The four year old curled against her mother, arms winding around her neck. Her breath was soft on Astrid's neck.

"I'm glad you're alright." Henry told his wife as they headed back to their house.

"Me too. I just hope everyone else is."

Henry looked over at her and their daughter. "They will be. And all of this will have been worth something. It will not have been in vain."

She hoped he was right.

* * *

><p><em><strong>So, tada. There's that one. REQUESTS ARE CLOSED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE.<strong>_

**_Thank you all so much for reading and reviewing! It really means a lot to me! You guys are awesome !_**

**_See you soon!_**

**_~Pink_**


	12. 1861- The Civil War (2)

_**Alright friends, it's time for an apology. I have three more requests to fill, Roanoke Island, the Mayflower, and Hurricane Katrina, but I am afraid I will not do well at these. So little is known about Roanoke and there are so, so many stories to tell about Katrina and the Mayflower. I will not be filling these requests right now. They will be on the back-burner and if I get ideas, I will write them, but for now, I am not writing them. They are great ideas and I appreciate them, but I honestly can't think of anything to write. I hope you understand.**_

_**I spent a long time learning about the Civil War this year, but mostly battles, not really the society, not the slaves, not really the ladies (my knowledge about that comes from American girl and Dear America books and movies and other movies, so I apologize if anything is incorrect in here.**_

* * *

><p>They were leaving, headed North. Hopefully to Pennsylvania. Hopefully they wouldn't be shunned there or anything.<p>

She wasn't feeling well, she had said, she wasn't going to go to the party at the mayor's house, or whoever was throwing that evening's party (there was a war happening and people still went to parties! How absolutely preposterous) Henry had said she was going to stay home with her, to make sure she was alright.

Henry's father had given his son a knowing smile and told Astrid he hoped she would feel better soon and that he would tell everyone they were alright at the party. They were married, Astrid supposed he thought she was pregnant. She was absolutely sure she was not.

They waited until his carriage was out of sight before moving at all. They pulled their hidden bags out of the closet and went down the stairs.

"I cannot believe that we are actually doing this." Henry mumbled, standing in the foyer. He had spent his entire life in that house and now he was leaving. He was leaving anything he had ever known. He knew it was the right decision, however. It was just going to be hard.

"We can come back." Astrid told him. "After this is all over, we can come back."

"We might not be welcome."

"Well, that isn't our problem." Astrid said confidently. "If we aren't wanted here, we don't need to come back."

Henry sighed. She was right. But she wasn't as fond of her home as he was. Certainly, he would change a lot if he could, but he couldn't. He loved his house. It was the last tie he had to his mother as his father had seemingly rid the house of anything that was hers. He hated the way his father was sometimes and his ideas about slavery, but he loved him. He was a good father, at least he tried, and had things been different, Henry would have never considered leaving.

Astrid, on the other hand, could barely stand her parents. They left her to be raised by a nanny when she was small while they almost completely ignored her to carry on their own lives. She was a trophy of sorts. They showed her off as their 'beautiful daughter', 'perfect angel', 'our bright girl', whatever they could find to brag about. Astrid had to be all those things, they wouldn't accept any less and she did want to make them happy, especially when she was little. They never listened to her. The only thing that they wholeheartedly approved of was her marriage to Henry, not because she loved him, but because he was from a wealthy family. She was closer with her nanny than her own mother and she knew it wasn't right.

Astrid did know how much Henry loved his house and his father, so she quietly slipped out of the house to give him some time alone.

"We knew you wasn't sick, Miss Astrid." came the voice of one of Henry's father's slaves, Amelia, one of Astrid's dearest friends. Astrid had asked her countless times to stop calling her Miss Astrid, but she had never stopped. The young lady, not much older than Astrid herself, saw the rather small bag in Astrid's hand. "You're leaving, ain't you?"

"Yes," She and Henry had explained their plans to their friends before, so they knew, and they weren't upset, but Astrid still felt like they were abandoning them.

"Good. We'll miss you, but we want you to be happy."

"I wish you could all come with us." Astrid told her friend honestly.

"Just because they don't want slavery up North don't mean they'll like us any better. We'll be fine, Miss Astrid. Don't you worry about us. You're on our side, that's all that matters to us."

Astrid hugged her friend. "I'm going to miss you, Amelia." her voice wavered.

"Please don't cry. We'll see each other again."

Astrid pulled away. "I'll make sure of it."

"Good. I want you to promise me something, though, Miss Astrid."

"Anything."

Amelia smiled a little slyly. "Next time I see you, there better be a baby with you."

"A baby?" Amelia thought babies were rather ugly things. She wasn't afraid to tell anyone that.

"Yes, a baby."

"Oh, Amelia, I don't think I can promise that."

"Well, promise to try, won't you? There ought to be a pretty baby in this world sometime. Why shouldn't it be yours?"

Astrid laughed a bit. "I will see what I can do."

"Astrid? Are you ready?" Henry asked, coming out the door. He looked tired and depressed.

"I suppose."

"Don't think you're leaving without saying a proper goodbye." Amelia said to him.

"I'd never dream of it." he smiled before hugging Amelia.

"Come along and say goodbye to the rest of us now." Amelia told her friends.

And so Astrid and Henry spent a good half an hour hugging and saying goodbye to their friends.

Then, they started on their way.

"Don't forget your promise now, Miss Astrid!" Amelia called after them.

Astrid looked over her shoulder. "I won't!"

"What promise?" Henry asked her.

"I told her I'd try bring her something special next time I see her."

"I see." he replied, still sounding sad.

After a quick stop at her house to say goodbye to their friends there and a rather depressing few moments at the cemetery so Henry could say goodbye to his mother, they headed North through the center of town, only with whatever they could fit into two rather small pieces of luggage- some clothes, a few sentimental items, and some money. No one of importance would see them, they were all too busy enjoying themselves at a party. The sun was setting, casting an orange glow over everything in sight. It wasn't going to be easy to slip over the border. Not now. But they would figure it out.

Astrid slipped her hand into his. "Everything's going to be just fine, you know. Somehow."

"You're here. Of course everything will be alright."

* * *

><p>In the center of Henry's father's desk lay a single piece of paper with a note scrawled in his son's messy handwriting.<p>

_I know you wouldn't have approved of us leaving, so we didn't tell you, but we had to go. I hope one day you'll understand why we did decide to leave. We do love you, We just couldn't stay any longer. I'm sorry, Father._

_-Henry_

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: So there's that! I hope you liked it! I'm really proud of how this turned out!_**

**_Thank you for reading and your kind reviews! I appreciate it so much!_**

**_See you next time!_**

**_~Pink_**


	13. 1942- WWII (2)

_**We started learning about WWII in class today! Inspiration struck me. **_

_**I'd to acknowledge SmeegleofWoods, who brought up that Hiccup could probably have seemed a deferment, which is true. But what fun would that be to write about? I like to give you all feels! :)**_

* * *

><p><em>The enemy of my enemy is my friend.<em>

He still couldn't totally believe they were allied with the Soviet Union. In the grand scheme of things, Hitler was certainly worse than Stalin, but the very fact that FDR and Churchill trusted a communist country was still surprising.

Astrid had told him that it was better that they were on the same side. The USSR had a huge population.

As the saying goes, if you can't beat them, join them.

The United States had become an "Arsenal of Democracy" and so, maybe, for all the Polish and Czechoslovakians that hadn't had a say in who took power in their country and for the French that surrendered in six weeks and all the Jewish people Hitler had locked up somewhere, a war was necessary to get them out from those undesirable situations.

Not that that made it any easier to be away from his family. He and Astrid wrote almost the very moment they received the other's letter, but it wasn't the same. He could read about his sons and occasionally received messy crayon drawings from them, but he couldn't play with them, couldn't hug them, and Astrid had to be the messenger as to how much he missed them and loved them.

No one else with him had a wife that was expecting a baby. It was hard knowing he wouldn't be there when the baby came. It was hard knowing that the war might last years and the baby wouldn't even know who he was when he did make it home, if he made it home, and, perhaps, even his boys wouldn't remember him. Especially little Michael, because he was only three.

He had been taught to shoot a gun in the time since be was drafted and he didn't like having that sort of capacity to kill. He hadn't seen real combat, not yet, and he had been hoping to avoid it, but now it seemed inevitable that some day soon he'd have to fire that gun and kill a German, a terrible, unmerciful German, who may very well have a wife and children who were hoping for his return.

All he truly wanted to do was go home.

"Letter for you, Haddock." Some voice said before the envelope landed with a pathetic flop next to him. It was from Astrid. Of course it was. He smiled and opened it.

Letters would have to suffice for now. After all, this was a war.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: Well, how'd you like this one? I hope it was alright. I know it was short, but oh well. **_

**_Let me know what you thought! _**

**_I'm on Spring Break now, so except more chapters._**

**_Enjoy your Easter (or, Passover, [I think that's around this time too] if you celebrate that._**

**_See you soon!_**

**_~Pink_**


	14. 1870- The West (2)

**_Remember: they're like nine in this setting so no romance._**

* * *

><p>Astrid was lucky enough to have her own little room in her house. She had her own bed and her own chest for clothes and toys in that little room. She loved it very much.<p>

She woke up one morning to breakfast being made and she quickly got dressed.

It was Friday, which meant it was baking day. Astrid's favorite day. She got to help her mother bake things on Friday and sometimes Henry was allowed over to help (his mother didn't bake on Fridays).

"Good morning, bunny." Her father said cheerfully from the table. Apparently, she was as bouncy as a rabbit when she was little and the somewhat embarrassing nickname had stuck.

"Good morning," Astrid replied.

"Sit down, Astrid, breakfast is almost ready." her mother said, and Astrid sat down at the table.

Not long after, she had pancakes and sausage and syrup and she didn't say a single word after she thanked her mother. Children were to be seen and not heard at meals, she knew that.

After breakfast, Astrid's father headed into town to purchase something Astrid hadn't caught the name of. After helping wash the dishes, Astrid questioned if she might go and get Henry.

"I'm afraid not, Astrid. He's sick."

"He's always sick." Astrid reminded her mother. He hadn't been well the previous day, he'd been asleep when Astrid had come to ask if he could play, but he was usually better in a day.

"No, dear, this is different." her mother said gently, drying her hands on her apron. "He's very sick. He's come down with a fever, a right bad one at that. He needs to rest, my love."

"But he'll get better." Astrid said firmly. She knew what fevers could do. They could settle in someone's eyes and make them blind or do even worse damage. She was worried for her friend. He was already weak.

"We can pray that he will get better. I'm certain a few extra prayers would help. His parents are very upset over him."

Astrid nodded. She usually never knew what to pray for at night or at church. It was always something along the lines of "Thank you for todayand please help me be a good girl always. God bless Mama and Papa and Father Benjamin and Doctor Stevens and Henry's mama and papa and Henry and everyone else. Even all the bad people. Even Mama's mean cat. Amen." Now she really had something to ask for.

Astrid helped her mother in silence that morning. She didn't say a peep.

At lunch, when her father came home, he brought news of Henry.

"I saw his father in town and the boy's gotten worse. Only wakes up for a few minutes at a time, delirious, it seems. His mother makes him drink water when he's awake, but he doesn't seem to notice she's there."

"Poor dear," Astrid's mother commented sadly.

Astrid stared into her food sadly. She hardly ate. Her mother turned her outdoors for the afternoon and usually she'd run and get Henry, but that day she was all alone. Most of the children lived on the other side of town and most of them were older than her and wouldn't let her play with them anyway.

She made her way into the little clearing where she and Henry had seen the Indian children. They had gone back several times, but had never met the children again.

When Astrid got to the clearing, she found a small cluster of beads on a piece of cloth. Was this trade happening again? She walked around the clearing but saw no signs that anyone had been there recently.

She took the leather cord out of her pocket and untied the knot she put four of the eight beads on the cord and pocketed the other four. For Henry, when he got better. She made another flower chain and left it where she found the heads before going back home.

There wasn't much she could do without her best friend. Except for maybe make new ones.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Religion was rather important on the Frontier in some areas, so I chose to include that.<strong>_

**_Poor Henry is sick and Astrid is sad and lonely. What will this cause? A friendship with those Indian children? We'll see. _**

**_Let me know what you thought about this one._**

**_See you guys and gals next time!_**

**_~Pink_**


	15. 1861- The Civil War (3)

Well, I'm back! Sorry for the long break everyone! Between my other stories and summer craziness, I haven't gotten the inspiration to write this in a while. Today, I went with my dad to Hale Farm and Village, which is a living museum preserving the pioneer life style of the Western Reserve (which is basically the top part of Ohio, from Cleveland to Youngstown (approximately speaking). It's like a Civil War Era mini Willamsburg set in Ohio. It's really cool to have something like that nearby. This trip kickstarted my interest again, so have a new Civil War chapter!

Also, for anyone who cares, I got a 4 on my AP US History test! (And my AP English III test as well!)

Enjoy!

* * *

><p>The man scoffed at Henry's words, turning back to the fire. "You don't know anything about smithing, boy."<p>

"What makes you say that?" Henry scowled. He did. The blacksmith in his hometown was a dear family friend and his father had sent him to work with him some when he was an a young boy. He was rather good too.

"Don't act dumb, boy. Boys like you never had to work a day in your lives, trust me, I know." the man barely gave Henry a glance as he brushed past him to continue his work. "You southern aristocrats make your slaves do your chores."

Henry spoke over the clang of the hammer on metal. "I may not have had to work, but I did. I never approved of my father's ideas."

The man chuckled darkly, clearly not believing him. "Why don't you just get on home now? Back to your folks, where you belong."

"Never." he said with such conviction, the older gentleman looked up at him for the first time. "My wife and I moved here to get away from the south. We do not intend to return anytime soon." Dear Lord, was it odd to call Astrid his wife. He wasn't sure if he'd ever get used to it.

"You got yourself a wife? You are hardly old enough to take the cows out to graze alone. Scoot along now. I haven't got the time to argue with a child."

"Please, sir. Just let me show you." This was really the only chance he had.

He and Astrid hadn't brought much money and even then most people in the Union refused Confederate money. They each had kept any money they had from before the Confederacy, thankfully, but it wasn't near enough to buy land for a house, not that he could have built one anyway, his one practical skill was smithing. They were living in an inn for the near future, they hadn't much of a choice. The family who owned the inn was kind and understanding, much more than many of the people they had met along the way.

Henry needed a job, pure and simple. Astrid had been raised to be a Southern Belle and though she resented her upbringing with every fiber of her being, all the resentment in the world couldn't make her skilled. The village was in dire need of a schoolteacher, they had been informed, but even if Astrid had been trained to be a teacher, the board rarely accepted married women. Her lack of knowledge was not her fault, she simply couldn't help it, and she couldn't stand her uselessness. If she found something to keep her busy or not, besides having children as one woman suggested, it was still Henry's duty to provide for her, whether she liked it or not.

"Fine, boy." the blacksmith smirked a bit, stepping back and gesturing at the tools. "Show me."

Henry smiled. It wouldn't take long to show that he knew what he was doing. Blacksmithing was a precise skill.

Not too much long later, he emerged with a job beginning the next morning, leaving a very impressed man behind him.

He did his best to ignore the shouts of the the Union soldier that had arrived to rally young men to join the army as he approached Astrid,(you couldn't really escape the war, but you could distance yourself from it) who was speaking to an older woman, and stroking the nose of a black-as-night foal who was looking over a fence. She looked out of place really. She looked remarkably overdressed in one of her everyday dresses from back home next to a rather well-off woman from the middle of Ohio in a dress made of calico.

"Good news," he said, making Astrid turn around. "I starttomorrow."

"See, dear, I told you not to worry," the woman said to Astrid. "Jonathan just needs a bit of persuasion. He's really a kind man."

Astrid nodded and smiled at her husband. "Henry, this is Mrs. Buckley, the blacksmith's wife. She used to be the schoolteacher before she was married and she offered to teach me how to do it."

"Call me Beth," the woman interjected.

"I thought the board refused to accept married women." Henry commented, reaching out to stroke the foal as well.

"They usually won't, but they're desperate for a teacher when winter term starts. They will accept anyone that won't go join the war like the last one." Beth explained. "And your Astrid is as quick as a whip, I can tell already. She'll learn quickly and fix some of the troublesome ones."

Astrid beamed proudly.

* * *

><p>"I would like a horse or two someday." Astrid commented later, combing out her hair while sitting on the bed. "When we have a house."<p>

Henry laughed good-naturedly. "I haven't even started a job and here you are, discussing pets for a house we don't have."

"We'll have a house."

"And what makes you so sure, Milady?"

"We wouldn't stay in this inn forever, Henry. You love me too much."

Henry chuckled. She was probably right.

"And before we were married, I do believe I was promised a house with handstenciled wallpaper and a beautiful fireplace." she said, putting the comb down on the table and smiling.

"I do believe I also promised you space enough for ten children."

She gave him a look that clearly said to take the sly grin off his face as she started to braid her hair. "Shouldn't we have a house before we discuss children?" She did remember her promise to Amelia, but they couldn't have children yet.

"Or horses," he retorted, grinning. "Though I would like horses as well. We can have them on one condition."

"What would that be?" Astrid questioned curiously, tying off her braid with a bit of ribbon.

"You let me teach you to ride." She hadn't been allowed to learn and he had been trying to teach her for years, but she had always been hesitant.

She bit her lip for a moment before nodding. "Alright,"

He smiled and leaned over to kiss the side of her head.

Things weren't going to be easy, not by a long shot. They had each other and combined they were more stubborn than a mule. Things were drastically different just a few states to the South and it was going to take some getting used to, but they knew they were going to be just fine.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: I can't really see Astrid as a teacher, but she wants to do something with her life, so teaching will be a temporary job for her! Well, everyone, thanks for reading and for your patience! I will be writing more soon! I promise! I'm still not taking requests at this time!**_

**_See you soon!_**

**_~Pink_**


	16. 1943- WWII (3)

**_Have another chapter! _**

**_Enjoy!_**

* * *

><p>Evelyn.<p>

He smiled tearily at the letter that was enclosed in the envelope, tracing his fingers over the words written in his wife's neat handwriting. The letter was nearly two weeks old, but he hadn't had the chance to open it.

Evelyn Violet Haddock. Exactly the name they had chosen for Michael had he been a girl, exactly the name they had decided on together through letters. Had it been a boy, his name would've been Anthony.

Astrid said she was a beautiful child, that the boys were in love with her already, and that even she must miss him because he had been gone so long.

He hadn't even been in service for a year, but it had felt like an eternity.

He wanted to go home and kiss his wife and hug his sons and hold his new baby girl more than anything in the whole world, but he couldn't.

Michael and Timmy helped collect things to donate to the war effort, according to the letters Astrid wrote. They were very serious and enthusiastic about it. Michael's logic seemed to be that the more they could find to donate, the faster his father would come home. He was seven now (Henry had missed his birthday), so it wasn't a surprise that he didn't really understand. They talked about it in school and Astrid was as honest as she could be without frightening him too badly, but he still didn't really get it. Frankly, neither did his father.

Henry wasn't sure if they knew what had happened, but he supposed they'd find out soon enough.

Instead of glaring at the remaining part of his leg like usual from his bed in the hospital, he looked fondly at the letter, of the drawings his sons had made of what was supposed to be their newborn sister. He had totally tuned out the performer that had been brought in to entertain them. He couldn't care less about her, though she seemed to have everyone else's attention.

He couldn't care less about who was winning or loosing the war, about Hitler, about the Russians, Pearl Harbor, or the Japanese.

He just wanted his kids and Astrid. And he would be seeing them earlier than be could've ever hoped. Perhaps getting his leg blown off was a good thing in the grand scheme of things.

He reached for a sheet of paper and a pen from the table next to his bed that one of the nurses had put there earlier and started a reply letter to his family.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: For anyone expecting battle scenes for the war chapters, I'm sorry. I don't do violence. I do black and white movie level fluff. My area of expertise in WWII happens to lie mostly in the Home Front, it seems, so the next edition of WWII will be with Astrid and the ridiculously adorable children Henry misses. **_

**_I hope you liked it, though!_**

**_Thanks for reading! Let me know what you think!_**

**_See you soon!_**


	17. Decade: 1950s (1)

**_Here's another update while Puzzle Pieces drives me crazy!_**

**_So, I had a 1950s request some time ago and yesterday the idea finally fell on me! What I need you to do for this one is imagine the 50s as you read because nothing really stands out as the 50s as of right now, except for maybe Astrid's clothes. It has also inspired me to include decade themed chapters with the styles and popular things of the time, but no direct relation to one important event. I hope you enjoy!_**

* * *

><p>He hated his stupid locker. He hated his new school. He hated his math teacher. He hated his new house. He hated everything.<p>

At least, that's what he told himself.

His locker was nicely located, the school was sparkling new, his math teacher was having a rough day, his new house was nice.

He supposed what he really hated was the move. The move from the middle of nowhere to a suburb outside of a big city. It was his father's job's fault. And of course they had to move in the middle of tenth grade.

He scowled at his books and closed his locker, prepared to get lost on the way home for the third time that week, when a voice shook him from his thoughts.

"Henry, right?"

He nearly jumped out of his skin, but he looked up anyway. There, right next to him, stood who might very well be the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. She looked like one of those girls who would throttle someone if they got looked at her wrong way, but also highly intelligent. She was popular, he knew, and her friends seemed to be her type as well.

Why was she talking to him?

"Um, y-yes. I'm Henry." he stumbled, feeling his ears go red.

"I'm Astrid. We're in English together and I thought I should introduce myself." she said politely.

She looked like the poster child of teenaged girls. Her skirt was nearly the same blue as her eyes and she had the sleeves of her buttoned white cardigan pushed up just a little. Saddle shoes and white socks, books held in one arm against her torso.

Pretty girls didn't talk to him. Was he dreaming?

"It's nice to meet you." he replied lamely, trying to smile.

"It must be hard to move schools in the middle of the year." she commented.

He frowned, remembering why he was even standing in the crowded hallway that was so unlike his little high school back home. "A little..."

She smiled for him. "You seem awfully sweet."

Oh good gracious, he had to be dreaming.

"If you need any help or have any problems with anyone, find me, alright? I'll help."

He raised his eyebrows. He hadn't expected her to be so nice. Everyone here just tended to ignore him. "Thank you, Astrid."

She opened her mouth to speak again, but was cut off from a shout from her friend with red, curly hair across the hall. "Astrid, come on!"

"I'm coming!" she replied. She turned back to Henry. "I have to go. See you tomorrow."

"I-uh, you too."

She grinned one last time before cutting across the foot traffic of the hall and joining her friends, blonde ponytail swinging.

Maybe this school wouldn't be so bad after all.

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: I love 1950s clothes. I really do. Did you catch who made a cameo?**_

_**I hope you liked the chapter! Thanks for reading!**_

**_Tell me what you think!_**


	18. 1587 & 1590- The Lost Colony

Okay, so I finally got around to the Roanoke request! 

Roanoke is very interesting because, well, it's lost! No one knows exactly what happened. It was the first attempt at a settlement in the US, was the birthplace of the first English child born into the Americas (Virginia Dare- Fun fact: Judy Moody, the main character of the children's books with the same name, attends Virginia Dare Elementary), and some people headed back to England for supplies only to return 3 years later to a totally empty settlement. The settlers were searched for, but never found. The only clue was the word Croaton, which was carved into some trees. It's the name of a local Native Tribe the settlers had made friends with. Still, no one knows what happened. Because of the Lost Colony's disappearance, Jamestown is recognized as the first permanent settlement. Look it up if you want, it's fascinating.

Anyone, I hope you enjoy this chapter!

* * *

><p><span>1587<span>

"I will be back as soon as I can." Henry promised, holding both of his wife's hands. He did not really want to leave her here, but he had no choice.

She nodded. "Remember, it is not death, but distance, which do us part. I am still your wife."

He heard the teasing in her voice, but answered her honestly. "Of course, Milady. You know no one else could ever replace you. I would never dream of it."

She smiled and hugged him tightly. "I will miss you."

"And I, you." he said before giving her a kiss. He looked down to the curve of her abdomen and placed his hand on it gently. "And you as well, little one."

"I shall try and save all the exciting bits for you to see." Astrid said of the child.

"To that, I wish you luck." he smiled at her. "I really should be going now."

"I love you, Henry."

"I love you too, Astrid. Goodbye."

"Goodbye!"

* * *

><p><span>1590<span>

He could not wait. After years of waiting to see his wife and child, the day had finally come. He could not get off the supply ship fast enough.

They all had been expecting to be greeted with the residents they had left behind, with wives and children demanding to know what took them so long.

But they were met with nothing.

Henry was one of the first to venture into the tiny village. There was not a soul. No one was there. No sign of life. No candles or fires burning. Not even any bodies.

Nothing.

But it was clear that the village had been empty for quite some time.

"What happened?" he asked himself aloud as he over men searched about.

He walked up to the small dwelling that belonged to himself and Astrid and opened the door.

"Astrid?" he called, though considering the state of the rest of the village, he was not really expecting an answer.

The home was left as of Astrid had just popped out for a minute, as if she was going to walk back in any second and scold him for being so late.

He turned on the spot. The boys was exactly the same as he remembered it, spare a cradle.

A cradle! Of course!

He had been gone so long his little son or daughter was walking and talking, surely they were.

Wherever they happened to be that is.

Astrid would not have left without a note or a word. She would not leave him alone. He promised her he would return.

He would never know his own child, never hold it or teach it anything. He would never be a father. He glared at the cradle with contempt as if it was responsible for the disappearance of his family.

"Henry, we found something." a man from the ship called from outside the house. Henry left the house and came outside.

"What did you find?"

The man gestured to a carving in the fence. Croaton. As in the natives? But why?

"Astrid, where have you all gone?" he asked the fence. the air, the sky, God himself. He swallowed hard, stating off into the trees. _Why have you left me_?

* * *

><p><em><strong>AN: Thanks for reading! I love you guys!**_


	19. 1774- Colonial America (1) NEW VERSION

_**So I had an incredibly sleepless night last night. I read an absurd amount during the night and reread some American Girl books (I blame those dolls for my utter fascination and love History! I have 6- Julie, Ivy, Nellie, Samantha, and the Colonial Felicity and Elizabeth.) I read Elizabeth's book and decided to redo my Colonial AU. The other version will remain posted, but if I am to ever come back to the time period, this will be the one I come back to (I like this one more!)**_

**_I hope you like it!_**

* * *

><p>Astrid was going a bit too fast perhaps, but it was such a lovely early spring afternoon and it felt so lovely to be free of her cloak and heaviest dresses and shoes.<p>

She was headed to the General Store to see if the particular color of ribbon she was looking for had come in the past week. If it had or hadn't, she intended to use some of her money on a treat of some sort simply because she felt like it. The wife of the storekeeper was a very good baker and sold her cakes and cookies and the like at the store and they were usually all gone by midday, which was when Astrid tended to make her trip to the store, save a burnt cookie or a cake of a flavor Astrid didn't enjoy.

Astrid climbed up the steps to the store and opened the door.

"How are you today, Miss Astrid?" greeted the cheerful storekeeper as bowed politely to her.

"Very well, thank you sir." she replied equally as politely, curtsying.

"Might I be of any help to you today, Miss Astrid?" he questioned.

"Perhaps. I am looking for red ribbon."

"You are in luck, we just received some."

Astrid smiled. She purchased the ribbon and, shamelessly, a cookie which she slipped into her pocket, thanked the man and left.

She had no plans for the day besides lunch and tea and supper. The next party was the following weekend. It was sunny and warm. She felt free.

As the daughter of a Magistrate, it was hard to feel free.

The only way she could feel more free is if she was on horseback, she decided. But ladies did not do such things. She was being taught to be a proper, high society lady and a mother. She wasn't to fuss with anything dirty or flea-bitten, as her nursemaid so kindly put it when she was seven and bent to stroke a cat in the street. Hard work was for the poor, she was told. She would be a proper English lady yet, her mother insisted, even in the Colonies surrounded by a bunch of hooligans, ninnies, and Patriots.

She had no problem with sharing Williamsburg with Patriots. They truly did make sense. As the daughter of an government official, however, she was bound to be a loyal subject to the King.

Despite that, she had a certain favorite Patriot. Henry Harrison Haddock III was the son of another Magistrate and had openly defied his father's views several times. He was seen as a mischievous, underhanded traitor by most of Williamsburg's high society. They had shunned him and she was supposed to stay away from him as well.

Though, if you tell a young person not to do something, they are likely to do exactly the thing you wish they didn't, especially if they were as strong willed and courageous as Astrid Hofferson.

It might've helped, however, that she was sweet on him.

A little bit.

Just a little bit.

The ever so slightest, smallest little bit.

Or, actually, very very much.

Of course, he would never know that.

He was a sweet young man. He was kind and gentle to his human friends and animal friends alike. His mind was always churning up a new idea. His hands became excited as the rest of him when he spoke about something he loved. He stood strongly beside his beliefs.

He would make a splendid husband. In fact, their families had discussed the option multiple times.

But now, shunned and disowned by his social class, Henry was no longer an option. Her parents were considering sending to England to marry for her 'safety'.

She dearly hoped they wouldn't actually go through with it.

He was in the pasture near his house with his handsome midnight black stallion he had named Toothless. Toothless was branded wild and untamable, but Henry had managed to tame him and the two of them were impossibly close. One might go as far as to call them best friends.

Astrid waited until she was up to the fence before she spoke. "Good morning, Henry."

He and the horse both started and she grinned, satisfied with the reaction.

"Good morning, Astrid." Henry replied, turning around.

Toothless trotted up to the fence and she reached up to stroke his nose gently. "Good morning to you too, Toothless."

"May I ask what has you in such a good mood this morning?" he questioned cheerfully. He didn't seem to mind being shunned by most of the town. He was rather used to it. He had always been a little odd. Even Astrid hadn't liked him when they were young, but people grow and things change.

"'Tis a beautiful day." she shrugged. "And the store had my ribbon!"

"Ah, finally!" He knew of her struggle to find that ribbon. She had managed to misplace her favorite red hair ribbon months ago and had been trying to find a replacement ever since. "May I see it?"

Astrid pulled out the length of ribbon from her pocket. Despite despising the parties, Astrid really did like her dresses and ribbons and such. She was a very beautiful girl and she knew it very well. She liked to dress up, but she was glad she didn't have to do it everyday.

"It's very nice." Henry said truthfully. "Are those crumbs?"

She looked down at the ribbon. "Yes," she said, dusting it off with her hand.

"How did that happen?"

Astrid put the ribbon back in her pocket and pulled out the cookie she had. Toothless tried to snatch it, but Henry held him back.

Henry laughed. "I didn't know Astrid Hofferson liked sweets."

"Well I do," she said, only a little irritated.

"Henry!" someone shouted.

Henry sighed. "I must go. Will I see you tomorrow?"

She had lessons, but she was rather good at getting out of them. "Of course,"

"See you then," he replied.

"Alright,"

Henry waved a bit before he headed towards his house. Astrid turned around and headed back towards her home, cookie still in hand.

_More for me._

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: Oh, they're probably around 17 or so in this one! _**

**_Good news, everyone. I'm opening requests again! I suppose I could call it suggestions actually, as I might not write them all. Remember: I will do generic decade requests (ex. the 1950s) now. Requests/suggestions will remain open until August 22nd!_**

**_I hope you liked this chapter! It was fun to write! Let me know your thoughts!_**

**_~Pink_**


	20. 1943- WWII (4)

_**Oh my gosh, this is chapter 20! This is so awesome! I'm so happy you guys are enjoyimg this AU collection. It's really fun to write! You guys are great!**_

_**In celebration, have another WWII chapter! **_

**_This one is focused on Astrid and the kids. _**

**_Enjoy!_**

* * *

><p>Astrid was fairly certain her boys were the sweetest little boys in the entire world.<p>

They had fallen in love with their little sister the moment they saw her. Together, they made her smile for the first time and whenever they played with her, she rarely stopped smiling. They were so gentle with her and she had no qualms about leaving them to look after their sister for a little while while she got something done. If anything happened, she knew one of them would track her down and tell her. Even then, she checked on them every so often.

The radio was on, on a station that rarely had news, unless it was urgent. It was nice to try and forget there was a war going on, one that left her Henry seriously injured, for a little while. It was playing a slower song, one that the boys usually asked her to change, but they were too engrossed with their sister to pay any attention to the music, it seemed.

She heard little voices from her bedroom and the shaking of a rattle. She had left Evelyn in the middle of the bed and the boys on either side. She couldn't roll over yet, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

"You don't know him yet, Evelyn, but he's real nice and he's lots of fun." Michael said to the baby, who was reaching clumsily for the rattle Timmy was shaking above her head.

Astrid stayed in the hallway to listen. She knew Michael was talking about his father.

"He got sent to the army. In Europe. That's all the way on the other side of the Atlantic Ocean, we learned all about it in school. There's a bunch of bad people over there."

Evelyn babbled and stretched up for her toy and Timmy let her have it. She started biting on it with her gums, clearly uninterested in her brother's words.

"The-the bad people maded his leg falled off." Timmy said before sticking his thumb in his mouth. As terrible as it was, somehow Timmy made everything some amount of adorable.

"Did not! Legs don't fall off, Timmy." Michael replied.

Timmy took his thumb out of his mouth long enough enough to say "Mommy said so."

"Mommy said that something exploded and it hurt his leg so bad it had to be taken off by a doctor."

"Oh," Timmy mumbled around his thumb.

"You're not supposed to do that anymore Timmy." Michael reminded his brother. "Mommy said so."

Timmy lowered his hand and pouted a little.

"Don't be grouchy. You said you were going to help me tell Evelyn about Daddy. How can you help me if you're grouchy?" Michael asked gently.

Timmy stopped pouting and looked back to his sister.

"Anyway, Daddy doesn't have his leg anymore and he has to use a fake one to walk, but he can't do it very well yet. He told us in a letter that it hurts. He said that once he can, he'll come home."

"She's always sleepin' when Mommy reads us letters." Timmy pointed out.

"You're right!" Michael said, wide eyed. He looked down at the little baby. "Evelyn, you don't know Daddy loves you."

Astrid felt her heart break a little. No, she didn't. But she would soon, hopefully.

What Michael was referring to, however, was the end of every one of Henry's letters where he wrote how much he loved the boys, and since Evelyn's birth, Evelyn too. Evelyn was always asleep when she read the boys the newest letter, as she read it to them before they went to bed (recently, since he learned when Astrid read them the letter, he had started including little stories at the end of each letter because the boys always loved his stories and he had a lot of extra time on his hands in the hospital).

"Daddy loves you. He says so in letters." Timmy promised Evelyn.

"He loves you very much." Michael added. "Just like we do. And he's going to come home and love you even more because you're real cute. And you're going to love him too."

Astrid smiled to herself. What darling children she had. This was certainly worthy of a letter.

She went to the cabinet where she kept the boys' crayons and paper and also got out a pen. She put a piece of paper in front of three chairs and put the crayons in the middle of the table.

She went to her room again and this time, the boys noticed. "It's about time for your sister's nap and I'm going to write a letter to your father. Do you want to come draw him a picture?"

"Yes!" they cried.

"Alright, I put everything out. Go on ahead. I'll just put your sister down and be there in a minute."

The boys slipped off the bed carefully as Astrid picked up her daughter. Both boys stopped to kiss their sister's head and Michael told her to have a nice nap before they ran to the kitchen.

Astrid cradled her baby close to her. "Daddy really does love you, sweetheart. You're going to be his princess, you know."

Evelyn babbled a little before she yawned. Astrid laughed a little before she kissed the baby's head and lay her in her crib. "Alright, sleep well, Evelyn. I love you."

Astrid left the door of the bedroom open a few inches before she headed to the kitchen. She stopped to turn off the radio.

Michael held up his started drawing proudly. "Mommy, look. I'm drawing all of us together. Me and Timmy and Evelyn and you and Daddy. Do you think he'll like it?"

"He'll love it, dear." she said. It was true.

Michael beamed before getting back to work on his picture beside his serious younger brother.

Astrid smiled at the both of them before starting on her letter.

* * *

><p><em>Dear Henry,<em>

_The sweetest thing happened with the boys and Evelyn today._

* * *

><p><strong><em>AN: Thanks for reading! I hope you liked it! Let me know what you thought!_**

**_Remember: Requests/Suggestions open until August 22nd!_**

**_-Pink_**


End file.
